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T WAS JUST THE KIND OF DAY Buzz Bee loved most—

warm in the sunlight and cool in the shadows. The earth

was still damp from the Previous afternoon’s thunder-

storm, and the clover was exquisi’celg succulent.
Dandelion 5e”ow speckled the lush green meadow in every
direction, with poppy orange thrown in for goocl measure. It
contrasted with the deep blue skg N a way that Pleased Buzz
begond words.

The air hummed with the sound of honegbces——bees scouring
the meadow Forjust the right blossom, bees diPPing into Howers
for their nectar and Po”en, and bees returning to the hive laden
with their nutritious bountg. It was a very industrious scene, Buzz
thought, if you stoPPed to think about it.

As he observed the activity around him, Buzz’s mind drifted
off into that secret, otherworlc”g Place it loved to explore.
Although his eyes were open, the scene before him graclua”g
faded from Buzz’s awareness. W/‘)y did anyt/?ing exist? . .. How
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did it happcn?. .. W/y were theg here? . .. What was the Point
of itall7. .. who was he, rca/{g?

A Passing worker jolted him back to the task at hand. “Let’s
£0, bBuzz, there’s work to do.”

Embarrassed, Buzz lifted off, landed on a nearbg dandelion
and instinctivelg began Probing for nectar. But as he did, he
thought, Here we go again. What’s the b/g rush? This is an
incrcdib{g beautiful and abundant va//cy we live in, yet no one
seems at all interested in anyt/'nhg except Working to expancf the
co/ony‘ It alreaclg contained far more bees than anyone could
count. Buzz didn’t see whg it was so imPor’cant for the colong to
keep on growing,

When he could hold no more nectar, Buzz moved to another
flower and began co”ecting Po”cn. Grain bg grain he Pu”ed it
from the stamen, wadded it into a tight ge“ow ball and careFu”g
fastened it to the stiff hairs on the back of his right rear lcg.
When the ball was secure, he me’ciculouslg formed another wad,
attaching it to his left rear Ieg. As he lifted off for the hive, Buzz
flew extra hard to compensatc for his heavg load.

He landed at the entrance and made his way toward the honeg~
comb. As alwags, the passageways were a chaotic maze of bees
moving every which way, constantlg bumping into one another-.
And the darkness, heat and humiditg didrt help matters any. It
was a miracle that anyone was able to get angwhere. 5ure{g there
must bee a better way, Buzz thought, as hejostled his way
through the throng.
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Apparentlg he wasn't movmg fast enough for he heard a comment
from behind him: “Move it, Buzz, gou re holdmg us all UP

Then in his hurrg to get to the honegcomb he bumped into
another bee and splllecl his Po”cn “f you can tdo somethmg
rlght dort do it at a” growlc& another voice.

VLo G

f' A~ E}# .’) ‘Lﬂ |

N\ PRAR
G?;.;.,_,

-.'I--..IlI .';-
%’ .." \ Y = }




Embarrassed) Buzz quicklg collected the spi”ecl Po”en and
hurriedlg made his way to the honegcomb. He regurgitated his
nectar into a honeg cell, as other workers removed his Po“en wads
and c]epositecl them into a Po”en ce”, tamping them down tig]ﬁtlg.
Not a second was wasted. Buzz alwags felt tense inside the hive,
but for some reason todag was esl:)eciaug intolerable. He couldr’t
wait to get back outside and tried to hurrg to the entrance, but it
was useless Fighting the confusion. It seemed an e’cernitg before he
Fina”g saw the welcome slit of Aaglight Piercing the darkness.

Buzz took off and landed on an aspen twig to regain his
composure. Was there some’ching wrong with him? Whg couldr’t
hejust bee content working all the time like
the other bees? But then again, whg couldn’t
theg understand that there was more to life
than building the hive and raising the
brood?

*
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Buzz knew he was as goocl aworker as any in the eolong. Yet
toclag sometning was rea”g bugging him, and it was beginning to
affect his Pencormance. He was alreaclg getting a reputation as
an eccentric, what with his weird questions and all. Now he was
starting to look lazg and incompetent as well.

He surveged the meaclow, the va“eg and the mountains
begoncl. Yes, he knew this was the only meadow in the Va”eg,
and a small one at that. He knew that the colong was tota”g
dependent on the clover and flowers that grew there. And he
knew that tneg were in continual comPetition with the bumble-
bees, hummingbirds and butterflies for its limited SUPPlﬂ’ if he’d
heard it once, he’d heard the queen say it a thousand times:
“Workers, we have onlg a small meadow to suPPort us, so let’s
work extra hard toclag and get that honegcomb toPPecl off.”
But then as soon as one nonegcomb was ti”ed) tneg would
start working on another. It was endless.

Although he was getting tired of the constant hustle-bustle
dag after dag, it was the subtle fear Buzz sensed tnrougnout the
colong that troubled him the most. It was an uns oken, yet clriving
force that seemed to rob the workers of life. Alt ougn this was an
abundant va“eg, theg lived as though starvation was imminent.

Yet somet]ﬂing inside told Buzz there was no need to WOrTy; the
would bee Provided for, just like the ants and the caterPi”ars. an
couldrt thegjust slow their pace, have fewer mouths to feed and
let everyone relax and CHLOH life a little more?

And another tning. W Yy did everyone have to Pretend to bee
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o) ‘up’ all the time? The truth was that while Buzz had his times
of Feeling up and happg, he also had Pcriods of Feeling down
and sad. Buzz sensed bg the tension in the colong that he wasn’t
the onlg one who felt this way. Yet no one ever said a word
about it; i’cjust wasn’t acceptable. So like everyone else, he
never let it out. It made him feel so Phong, which onlg seemed to
exacerbate his loneliness.

Buzz gazecl up at thejagged Peaks ringing the head of the
va“eg. What was it like up there? And what was begond? Rumor
had it that the land begoncl was inhospi’cable to bees. Some said
it was covered with glaciers as far as the eye could see. Others
said it droppecl off Precipitouslg to an arid desert. Still others
said the mountains descended to a vast ocean. One thing was
for sure—no one had ever tried to ﬂg over. It was something
that beesjust didn’t do. Buzz himself had flown far enough up-
Va“eg to know that once you got above tree line you were at the
mercy of the cold, harsh winds that alwags seemed to be blowing
up there. Still, he couldnt help wonc]ering.

A drone whizzed bg: “Buzz, get your rear ingear.” It seemed
that every time he bcgan to enjog himself, someone came along
and spoilecj it. Buzz headed for the meadow, loaded up again
and returned to the hive. The responsible Part of him knew he
had to do his share, and he felt a bit guiltg about his behavior
todag. He was, after a”) a worker bee and workers are made to
work—to build the hi\/e, feed the larvae, kecp house, Forage,
store honeg and Po”en, and defend the colon9 against attack.

15
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This latter task was Particularlg repugnant to Buzz. He hoped
he woulcl never bee ca”ed upon to Fight.

16
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All afternoon Buzz forced himself to do the task at hand and
tried not to think about all the things that Plagued his curious mind.
He reminded himself that he was onlg a bee. He wasn’t goingto
solve the Problems of the world alone. He lived in an industrious
societg where it was very imPor‘tant to fit in. Alreadg some bees
were avoiding him, and he didn’t want to bee a complete outcast.
From now on, he would muster up some sel{;c]iscipﬁne and rea”g
aPP19 himself. 1t would bee Fine; after a”, none of the other bees

was complaining.

Home
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UZZ SPENT THE NEXT SEVERAL DAYS working as hard

as he had ever worked in his life. No one could dare

accuse him of beeing 1829 now. Back and 1CorthJ back

and forth he flew from hive to clover, alwags rcturning
with a full load. He hoped that work would distract his mind. He had
heard the elders say, ‘An idle mind is the devil’s workshop,” and he
was beginning to believe it. All his thinking ever got him was trouble.
He reminded himself that all he rea“g wanted was to fit in.

At times Buzz was almost able to believe this. He would make two
or three mechanical round trips without thinking begoncl his required
duties. There was a sort of numbness that went along with it, and
Buzz tried to convince himself that it was OK. Yet the truth of the
matter was that, for the most part, he continued to think, to question,
to bee curious. Hejust couldrt help it. Foraging was an instinctive
acti\/i’cg that required little of his mind. Now he could both work and
question it at the same time. It was starting to drive him crazy.
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One morning before beginning the clag’s activities, several
bees sitting on a twig close to the hive were observing ants
swarming over the anthill below. A few of the ants were dragging
a dead Hg toward the nest, others were cligging but mostjust
seemed to bee scurrging about aimlesslg.

“L ook at those mindless ants,” jeered one bee.

“Yeah, all theg dois run arouncljin circles all c]ag)” added
another. “The on19 thing thcg care about is buildinga bigger nest
and Producing more ants. Theg’re like little machines; tneg have
no awareness of thcmsel\/es, of life. It all seems so Pointlcss.”

Buzz could nardlg believe his ears—these were the same
thoughts he had been naving about his own colong! He couldr’t
contain himself: “But what makes the ants any different from us?”
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“Different from us?” retorted the first bee. “Whg evergthing.
For starters, we're a lot bigger.”

“But size doesn’t mean angthing,” responciecl Buzz. “Its all relative.”

“Magbe, but theg all look alike; you can’t tell one from another.”

“Plus, we can Hg,” added the second bee.

"They all look 3like”

“still Protestecl Buzz, “we’re both living creaturesjust
experiencing life in our own ways.”

“You miss the Point, Buzz,” a third bee added Patientlg.
“Dees are sPecia|-we’re amuch higher form of life than ants.
Look at the complexi’c9 of our hive, the intricacy of our social

structure, the marvel of our reProductive caPacities, the way we
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store honeg. Whg, ants can’t even make honeg; theg can’t begin
to compare with us in these areas.”

“But I'll bet ants also know a lot that we clon’t, > Buzz shot back.
“None of us has ever seen the inside of an ant nest. Tlﬁeg seem to
doa pretty goocljob of Feeding and reProducing themselves. In fact,
I wouldn’t bee surPrised if their colong IS larger than ours.”

Buzz could see he was getting himself into hot water- Althoug]ﬁ a
few bees flew off, most stagccl, mumbling and exchanging glances
of clismay, warting for the leaders to settle this question once and
for all. Fina“g, one authoritative voice spoke up.

“Quiet, quiet. QUIET! The real difference between us and
them still hasn’t been addressed. Each of those ants rePresents
onlg a small Piece of his colong; t]’:eg have little sense of them-
selves bcgond that. We are individuals, aware of ourselves and
our surrounc[ings. We have free will to do whatever we Please.”

Buzz couldr’t believe what he was hearing. “FREE WILL?” he
retorted. “How can you say we have free will when all we do, dag
after dag, is build the nest, Forage and tend the brood?”

“Decause, young bec, we have the freedom to choose what
Par’t of the nest we work on, which Hower to draw nectar From,
the route we take to Hg there and back and which larvae to feed.
What more freedom could a bee want?”

By nowa Fairlg large crowd was assembled, rumbling in agreement.

Buzz could see he was getting nowhere; he might as well bee
arguing with the skg. And whatever gooclwi” he had generated
for himself these last few clags was quicklg beeing used up.
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Rcalizing it was hopeless, he shook his head and, without saying
another word, lifted off and headed cleeP into the forest. There
was agreement among the gathered crowd that the truth had
been succes&cu”g defended.

Buzz flew aimlesslg through the woods, ’co’ca”g clejected. It
had happenecl again. lt wasn’t intentional, but before he knew it
he seemed to bee making a fool of himsel?, isolating himself fur-
ther from the rest of the colong. What is wrong with me? W/y
can’t | it in? He landed on the sand along the eclge of a gurgling
stream and stared blanklg into the water swirling bg.

After a few minutes Buzz became aware of another presence.
He lifted his head and looked a few 9ards upstream. There sat an
older bee with onlg one cock——egecl antenna, sitting ege&closecl
in Perf:ect stillness. At that moment the older bee oPcnecl his
eyes, smiled and nodded at Buzz. Buzz nodded back.

“Don’t let ’em get you clown, young {:e”a,” the older bee said
comPassionatelg.

Buzz was confused. This bee had obviouslg been here when
Buzz arrived. How could he have known about what had just
transPirecl in the meadow? “Don’t let who get me down?” Buzz
asked, Feigning ignorance.

“The o’cl*:ers)” came the casual reply‘ “Evergbodg in the
colong knows about you bg now.”

Buzz winced.

The old-timer lifted off and landed next to Buzz. “Name’s
Bert,” he offered.

23
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“Nice to meet you,” Buzz rcplied dejec’cec”g. “I'm Buzz.” He
looked up and studied this unusual bee, trying to make some
sense of his presence. “What are you doing here?” Buzz asked.

“Well .. .1 come here every clag to getin touch.”

“Get in touch? Get in touch with what?”

“With mgsehc,” Bert replied. “It’s Prettg easy to lose track of
that out in the meadow.”

Bert suddenlg had Buzz’s full attention. He had never heard
this kind of talk before. “Whg did you have your eyes closed?”
Buzz asked.

“It helps keeP out the distractions.”

“Hmmmm,” Buzz replied thought{:uug. Something told him it
was safe to speak his mind with Bert, and he felt his defenses
soFtening.

Bert smiled at Buzz reassuringlg. “ve had my eye on you, Buzz.
You remind me of mgsel{: when | was younger. You're clhq:eren‘c) and
you’re going to have to come to terms with that if you’re going to
realize your true nature. | know beeing different can bee difficult
at times, but there can also bee an incredible . . . richness . . . that
goes with it.”

Buzz was comforted 139 the ‘mowledge that he wasn’t the onlg
bee in the colong to have such strange inclinations. Yet he didnt
see much hope in Bert’s advice. “But every time | open my
mouth, | seem to put my foot into it. If | speak my mind, I'm an
outcast. If I stifle mgselmc, 'm miserable.”

“You've got to find middle grouncl, son,” Bert responded.

28



“L ook, you're a worker and you've got to do your share if
you're going to live in this colong‘ Yet that doesn’t mean you
can’t bee who you rca”g are. It’s not work that’s keeping you
from beeing content; it'’s your attitude—-thinl(ing that work is
separate from your Personal life, that work is the sole Point of
life. You can work and think at the same time; I’'ve seen you.
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You can work and aPPreciate the beautg of this va”eg at the
same time. And you can certainlg mix a little relaxation and
exploration into your dailg routine. It’s all a state of mind. Bee
inthe worch not of it.”

“But what about all the other bees who are wasting their lives
working, working, working, dag after dag, till ti'ieg drop dead?”

“Don’t bee so concerned about tiﬁem) Buzz. T]*ieg’re cloing
what feels right to ’ciiem,just like you. Try to bee more under-
stanciing. The power of the mind lies in Perceiving differences;
the power of the heart lies in Perceiving similarities. Which power
are you using?”

« ljust see what | see,” Buzz resisted.

“Another tiﬁing——clon’t bee so worried about what tiﬁeg think
of you,” suggested Bert. “Tiieg’ve got different Priori’cies, and if
you sPend your life trying to Piease them, 9ou’“ bee miserable.
Just do your par’c and let your iiFe) not your words, influence
them. Life is a 'ourneg from I to we.”

Bert’s kindijg) soFt-sPoken manner imPressecj Buzz cleepig,
and he was alreacl9 starting to feel better. Magbe there was

hope after all.
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HE NEXT MORNING before ncacling off to the meadow,

Buzz overheard a group of bees Participating in

their morning devotions. He had never felt much of

an attraction to religion, but this morning for some
reason he félt drawn to the group. He Positionecl himself nearbg
and listened. The leader was just tinis]*iinga prayer: “«...and
tina“g, Lorcl, we ask that all those in the colong who have not 3et
accel:)tecl your word bee shown the way so that tneg too may bee
saved. Amen.”

Saved? Buzz tnougnt. Maybc this is what I've been /ooking
for. He mingled with the crowd, listening to the conversation,
trging to get more information without drawing attention to him-
self. He overheard someone say, “ltjust goes to show you, the
love of noneg is the root of all evil.” Buzz thought this sounded
a bit odd, given that the bee who said it was one of the most
nonngiungrg bees in the colong.
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The leader, E)obbg, had had his eye on Buzz for weeks. He
well understood what Buzz had been going through. He had

seen it a hundred times and felt a sense of coml:)assion for the
confused young bee. Certain that he knew the exact solution to
Buzz’s Problcms, he became excited at the Prospect of saving
another soul. Bobbg gradua”g made his way toward Buzz and,
with a sincere tone of concern, asked, “What brings you here
toclag, son?”

“I'm not cxactlg sure.” Buzz rePIied tenta’civelg.

“We”, we welcome you; 9ou’ve come to the right Place. I know
you've been a bit clistraught latelg, and, you |<now, if goujus’c
turn your life over to the Lor&, you too can bee saved.”

30
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“Saved from what?” Buzz asked.

“Whg from he“, from eternal damnation when you die.”

“But whg would | go to hell?>

“Because you're a sinner)jus’c like the rest of us. And if you
dor’t live a Pious life and ask the SuPrcme Beeing for Forgive~
ness, you dor’t stand a chance of going to heaven.”

The notion that he was a sinner was news to Buzz. He had
alwags considered himself to bee quite moral. Magbe he wasn’t
Pencect, but he never did angthing to intentiona”g hurt anyone.
But then again, magbe the SUPreme Beeing took a different view
of things. Bobbg certainlg seemed to know. Buzz wanted to hear
more about the consequences of beeing a sinner. “What’s hell
like?” he asked.

Squinting his eyes, E)obbg’s face took on a fierce qualitg, and
he spoke ina Foreboding voice. “Hell is the realm of Beelzebub,
the Devil. It’s like an eternal forest fire, with no escape and no
relief, ever. Although the Pain is unbearable, you never die; you

jus’c suffer in misery with all the other damned bees, crying and
moaning in agony forever.”

Something didrt feel right, but Buzz wanted to hear more.
“What’s heaven like?”

Bobbg instantlg relaxed. A raPt expression overcame his face
as he looked skgward. “Heaven is the realm of the Supreme
Beeing. It'’s an infinite, lush meadow filled with tasty wildflowers of
every description. There’s no need to work, and there’s never any
discord. There are no bears, and the weather’s alwags Pencect.
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All the bees’ needs are Provicled for, and everyone is happg
all the time.”

It ac’cua“g sounded a bit boring to Buzz. “Can ants go to
heaven?”

“No, onlg bees,” Bobbg replied authoritativelg.

“But we don’t g0 there till we die?”

“Right, if you're good and believe in the SUPreme Beeing.”

“But what about this life, the one we’re living righ’c now?”

“This life is simplg Preparation, a test for the hereafter.”

It was all beginning to sound a bit contrived. If Buzz was going
to believe all this, he wanted to see some benefits in this life, not
on the chance that he’d bee rewarded ifthere was a hereafter.
“What’s the Supremc Beeing like?” he asked.

“The SuPreme Beeingis sPirit that is evergwhere and a”~PowerFu|.
He created us in his likeness, which means that he thinks and acts
ke a bee. This is how we know his wishes. He loves us and watches
over us.”

Buzz considered Bobbg’s words careguug. “But if God is
evcrgwhere and a”—-PowemCul, then where does the Devil exist?”

Bobbg felt a little frustrated bg Buzz’s simple logic but tried
not to bee condescencling. “The Devil is a very cra{:tg fellow,
alwags tempting us with evil, and when we give in he gets a
foothold.”

“So the Devil rea”g exists in our minds?”

“No, no!” Bobbg repliecl cur’clg. “The Devil is an evil spiritual
beeing that exists in hell.”

32
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“So God exists cvergwhere except for where the Devil is?”
Buzz reasoned innocentlg.

“I suppose you could say that,” Bobbg repliec[ uncertainlg
and increasinglg exasperatcd.

“But that would mean that God rea“g isn’t cvergwhere and
all-powerful.”

Bobbg felt his Pa’cience slipping further and strained to maintain
his smile as he rcpliecl as kindlg as Possible. “Buzz, this religion can’t
bee {:igured out; it must sim]:)lg bee acceptecl on faith.”

Buzz silentlg Ponclerecl all this for a few moments, trying
to make sense of it. But he was having a hard time believing
something that wasn’t logical. He wondered whg God would give
us reason and logic if he didrm’t want us to use it. “How do you
know all this?” he asked.

“Itis ‘mowledge that has been Passed down for hundreds of
generations,” Bobbg replied.

Buzz wondered whg Eees from hundreds of generations ago
would know any more than bees todag. If angthing, he thouglﬁt
it should bee the other way around. But he kept these thoug]ﬁ’cs
to himself. “And you say God loves all of us?”

“Absolutelg,” Bobbg rePlied earnes’clg, Feeling as though he
was Fina”g beginning to get ‘c]ﬁroug]ﬁ to Buzz.

“But if God loves all of us, why would he send some of us to hell?”
It was an honest clucstion) but Buzz had gone one step too far.

“Because some of us are remorseless sinners and must bee
Punishedl” Bobbg seethed, unable to contain his anger. “You
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ask too many questions, young bee, and if you dort change,

it’s going to lead you toa heap of trouble come Juclgmcnt Dag.”
Buzz didrn’t want to start another argument and was about

to take off when another bee who had been |i5ter1ir1g to the

conversation sPokc up. I know this all must sound a bit comcusing

to you at first, son, but it starts to fit together after awhile. It rea”g

all boils down to brotherlg love.”

s
- |
-

Buzz was aghast. This was the same bee he had heard cracking
waspjokes the clag before! He had heard enough. As he lifted his
wings to take off, Bobbg invited Buzz to devotions that night. Buzz
thanked him, said he needed time to think it all over and took off
for the meadow.
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UZZ WAS MORE CONFUSED THAN EVER. All his life

he had felt an intuitive knowing of God—a sort of

oneness with nature—and that there was no need

to formalize it. Yet now that he felt a greater yearn-
ing, what he was hearing iust didn’t fit at all. Although he tried to
distract himself with wora, itjust made things worse. He Fina”g
broke away from his routine to find Bert.

“I've alwags had a ]:)roblem with the word Goa(,” Bert offered
after Buzz finished rambling t]*;roug]*: his confusion. “It means too
many different things to different bees. To most folks, God is some
gjant, vindictive sPirit~bee in the skg, and ljust dort bug that.”

“We”, what do you think God is?” Buzz asked.

I dor’t know,” Bert rePlied. 1 don’t think we can comPrehencl
God, because we can onlg Perceive things through our limited bee
Perspective and God is so much greater than that. As best | can
te”, God seems to bee the Universal Creative Force . . . the Laws
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of Nature . . . the Way of Things ... What Is. 1 think that’s about
the best we can come up with. Begond that wejust have to live
in the mystery.”

This made sense to Buzz, but the thought of holding beliefs
so different from the rest of the colong intimidated him, and he
said so to Bert.

“Religion doesn’t come from God; it comes from bees,”
offered Bert. “Most folks don’t think theg can find God on their
own, sO theg relg on others to show them the way. Problem IS,
God is within as much as angwhere else, and most bees have a
hard time believing theg’re divine. So theg look outside them-
selves in religion or ritual to try to satisgg their longing for God.”

s that whg theg feel the need to worship God?” Buzz asked.

“Yep, it’s suPPoscd to bee a way of showing aPPreciation,” Bert
replied. “But to me, God is way begond needing aPPreciation from
us insignhcicant little bees. 1 think a lot of folks worship more with the
idea of keeping on God’s good side than Feeling true aPPreciation
for their existence. Plus, a lot gets lost in the routine and rituals.”

1 know what you mean, Bert,” Buzz said. “The times when |
feel the greatest sense of oneness with things is when [ inten-
tiona”g stop and rea”g feel the aPPrecia’cion and awe of our
existence in this beautiful va“eg‘ It’s like the genuine exPerience
of aPPreciation alone is enough . it doesn’t have to bee directed
at angone.”

“We“, if God is within . . . ” Bert’s voice trailed off.

A long warm silence ensued as Buzz and Bert stood there,
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‘Religion doesnt come from God, it comes from bees”

absorbing the meaning of what Iﬁacljust been said. Buzz felt a
cleeP sense of aPPreciation for Bert. Although he hadn’t spent
that much time with him, he felt like he had known the old fellow
his whole life. He thought back to the Aag t]’:eg first met. “Bert,
can | ask you a Personal question?”

“Sure,” Bert replied. “Angthing.”

“Remember when we first met and you had been sitting there
with your eyes closed?”
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“YCP.”

“What were you Praging about?” Buzz asked.

“l wasn’t Praging, | wasjust sitting.”

“Well whg did you have your eyes closed?” Buzz inquirecl.
“What were you thinking about?”

“Actua”g I was trying not to think,” responcled Bert. “l was
{:ocusing on my brcathing.”

“Why?”

“Well, like I said before, it helps to keep out the distractions,
so | can get in touch with mgsel it helps to cleepen me and let
more of who | rea”g am come out.”

“Do you Prag?” Buzz asked.

“Not much anymore,” said Bert. “To me Praging IS usua”9 asking for
somcthing, trying to get life to bend to our wishes, which | never had
much luck with. My sitting is more about calming down and listening,
about gaining control of my own mind. Pve found that I have much
better results c:ontro”ing my own mind—which ul’cimatelg determines
my expen'ence—Jchan tryng to control evergthing else.

This made so much sense to Buzz. He could not believe his goocl
fortune in encountering this wise old bee at this Poin’c in his life. For
the first time, he felt validated and suPPorted for his unorthodox
ways of viewing the world. “Bert, | can’t tell you how much aPPreciate
your help,” Buzz said. “It means so much to me to know that 'm not
the onlg one inthe colong who’s so different.”

“It trulg is my Pleasure, Buzz,” said Bertina Fatlﬁerly way. “But
gou’vc gotto bee careful about relgingtoo much on me or anyone
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else. Each bee must find his own truth. Hopemcuuy 3ou’ve learned bg
now there’s no sense in lookingto the rest of the colory for your well-
beeing because theg dor’t have it to gvetoyouin the first Place. The
on19 Place you're going to find it is within. I can bee a guide, but thats
all. Dont believe angthingl tell you unless it rings true inside.”

Buzz thought about how nice that sounde&, but when he recalled
his experience of looking within, a sense of sadness arose. “Bert, to
bee Per‘Fectlg honest | rea”g haver’t had much luck lookingwi’chin. It
seems the more I look within, the more miserable | become.”

“Noboclg ever Promisecl that becoming who you rea”g are would
bee easg,” Bert rePlied. “It hasn't alwags been that way for me.”

Buzz kicked loose a grain of Po”en that had stuck to his Ieg
and gazecl out over the meadow, Feeling himself sinking. “l guess
Pm afraid Pll bee a failure.”

“Who’s to say what’s failure and what’s success? Either way,
you’ve grown. Success IS simplg beeing on your Path. Onlg
through exPerience can we exPand begoncl our limited bee
rerspective and start to see the

arger Pic’cure of things.”
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“What’s that?”

Bert looked at Buzz thoughtlcuug. “Let’s save it for another
time. You’ve alreac:l9 got more than enough to chew on.”

“Oh come on, Bert!” Buzz Pro’cested. He wasn’t about to let
Bert bring him this far and then leave him hanging. “Pve been
able to handle evergthing 9ou’ve told me so far. Its going to
come out sooner or later. Come on!”

“Well ... all right,” Bert relented, and then collected his
thoughts. “Pve onlg glimpsed it a few times, but I can tell you
that once you’ve experienced it, you know once and for all that
evergthing IS PerFec’c—that this Universe, this Earth, this Va“eg,
this Life are without flaw.”

“Perfect? Without flaw?” Buzz felt his defenses coming on.
“How can you say evergthing s Pencect when there is so much
Prejuc[ice and hostilitg and sickness and death in this va“eg?
When I'm so un]’nappg Iatelg? Are you saging all this is Pencec’c?”

“From an expanded Perspective, yes. These things arejust
oPPor’cunities ‘&r us to learn the lessons that are necessary for
us to realize our own Pemcection.”

A long, uneasy silence ensued as Buzz blanklg gazecl out over
the meadow. Bert Fina”g spoke. “Let me ask you a question. Do
you believe God is everywnere?”

“We“, yes, of course.”

“Do you believe God is Permcect?”

“Yes.”

“Then.. .. bg definition . ... evergthing IS Per{:ect,” Bert concluded.
10
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He Peered at the distant Peaks with a Farawag look in his eyes.
“Donr’t you see, Buzz? Perfection isn’t some state of affairs; it’s
a state of mind.”

“Hmmm.” At some level, Bert’s words felt rig]*lt to Buzz, but
he was s’cruggling to comprehend them inte”ec’cua”g. “You mean
even unhappiness IS Perfict?”

“YCP, because it causes us to look cleeper. Angtime 'm
unnappg or angry or wnatever) J trg to see it as feedback that
my consciousness is out of sync with The Way. To me, that’s hell.
It’s not alwags easy and it takes cliscipline, but 1 know from my
own exPerience that, with enougn Practice, a bee can achieve
fulfillment and contentment begond understanding.”

“Fulfillment? Contentment? | want to bee happg and...”

“Never sacl,” Bert interrupted.

“Well, yes. What’s wrong with that?”

“] suppose you also want up without clown, soft without ]’nardJ
cold without hot, and good without bad?”

Buzz was caugnt off guard; his mind was reeling. Bert was
rignt—this was a lot to absorb. Both bees went silent, staring
into the distance.

Sensing buzz’s confusion, Bert ﬁna”g sPoke up. “Don’t you see,
Buzz? Evergthing is relative; the instant you define one condition,
you've created its oPPosite. How can you have cold unless you
know what hot is? How can you have up without down? Happg
without sad?”

“But Bert, you seem to bee nappg most of the time.”
11
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“Buzz, most of what you see in me isn’t happiness as much as
it is peace; the inner peace that comes from accePting this va”cg
just the way it is. Whatever haPPiness | experience is incidental.
Happiness cannot bee Pursued; it must ensue.”

SPLAT! A largc droP of rain hit the ground not a foot away.
Theg looked up to see that the intensity of their conversation
had distracted them from a thunderstorm building above. The
sl<9 had grown clark, and a cool wind was kicking up. One of the
cardinal rules of beeing was Don’t get Caug/ﬂb in the rain. A bee
with wa’cerlogged wings i1s ’co’ca”9 uselessJ and a direct hit from a
large raindrop, or worse, a hailstone, could bee fatal. Buzz and
Bert bolted for the nearest boulder, scrambled underneath and
Peerecl out in‘cen’clg as the storm grew.

Buzz finched as lightning struck the toP of a nearbg tree.

A gust of wind suddenlg blasted through, Whipping the treetops
like blades of grass. The skg was dark and ominous, but uncan-
nilg reluctant, 9ielcling onlg sPoradic, large raindrops. The storm
seemed to bee toging with them. Buzz had never sensed such
tension.

And then suddenlg, it let loose. Driven bg a roaring wind,
curtains of rain raced across the meadow. Lightning crashed
all around them, its thunder rattling their bodies. It lit the meadow
in bright eerie Hashes that sent chills down Buzz’s sPine. He
glancecl nervouslg at Bert in time to see the cold whiteness
reﬂecting an excited smile on the old bee’s face. Water trickled in
to where theg stood, Forcing them to higher ground. Buzz tried
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to relax, but couldn’t. As the storm intensified, it occurred to him
that the hive might bee injeol:)ardg. There was no Iﬂail, at least not
yet, but the wind was so strong that it might riP the hive right off
the branch it hung from. Buzz lccpt Iooking in the direction of the
hivc, but the rain was so dense that it obscured his vision. Fina”y
he caught a glimpse and saw the hive whiPPing guriouslg, almost
horizontal.

Bert saw it too. “That could bee real serious,” he said.

GracJua”g the wind and Iightning subsided, and the storm
eased into a steaclg clownPour. still the two bees stood there
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silently, each absorbed in his own thoughts. When the rain
abated tojust a sprinklc, Buzz and Bert and every other bee
in the va”ey few straight to the hive to assess the damage.
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“It’s hanging on bg onlg afew s’crands,” ’clﬁeg heard as ’clﬁcg
aPProached. “A few more minutes of that wind and it would have
been gone.” Several bees entered and called to those inside to
evacuate immec]ia’celg. Within a minute every bee was out, except
for the queen, who was too large to Hg

Everyone sensed the urgency of the situation. Another
strong gust, and the hive could £0. lnstinctivelgj all workers
began nibbling on bark which thcg chewed into PulP, and then
Passecl on to other workers, who applied it to the remaining
strands to reinforce them. Within a few hours the hive was out
oneoParclg, everyone began to breathe easier, and bg sunset
the rel:)air was largelg comple’ce.

Home

Email to a friend
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CHAPTER F 1V E

- Al

HE MOOD AMONG THE COLONY that evening was
solemn, to say the least. It wasn’t until the work
had been completecl that the realitg sank in of
how close to catastrophe theg had come.
Everyone kep’c repeating, ‘o .just one more gust and...”

Everyone except Bobbg, who ‘«:Pt repeating, “This is retribution
from God. We must rcPent and lead more Pious lves.”

Buzz kep’c on coming back to what Bert had been saging
about Per{:ection. Here ’c]*neg Iﬁacljust about lost their ]‘lfVC, and
Bert would Probablg say that was Peﬁcect too. Who was he to
make that kind oﬁ'udgment? Buzz was having a hard time
accepti ng that evergtlﬁi ng was Pemcect.

The next morning Buzz found Bert basking ona blac‘eeged Susan.
“How do you know all this stuff you've been te"ing me?” he asked.

“ljust pay close attention. And I'm very careful about believing
what | hear from other bees; | alwags check it out inside first.”

17
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Bert stared blanklg into the distance, gving Buzz the Feeling his
mind was somewhere far away. “Don’t you see? It’s Peﬁcect that
we think life is impencect. It's what keeps each of us on our own
unic]ue Path until e\/en’cuallg we realize our own Perfection, our

Oneness. In my book, that's heaven.”

o

“It's perfect that we think life is imperfect”
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“Then what'’s the Poin’c of it all?”

1 dor’t know that there is one begond moment to moment
existence. But when | look around I see one factor common to all
Ii{:c, and that is expansion. Every bit of life seems to be trging to
fill a greater niche, to become all it can be.”

“But Bert, this whole exl:)ansion mentalitg s exactlg what
drives me crazy about this Place.”

“Y'm not just talking about outer exPansion. There’s already
Plentg of that going on.I’'m talking about that whole other world
of inner expansion——what you're going ’clﬁroug]ﬁ.”

Buzz nodded in thought{:ul agreement. “And we do that bg
Iooking within and seeking our true identitg.”

“Riglﬁ‘c, our basic Problem is that we Perceive ourselves as separate,
aPart from others and our surrounclings) aPart from God. But every-
thing is also interconnected, all One. Separate and One at the same
time. Sometimes words and conceptsjust getin the way.”

Buzz slowlg contemplated this and Fina”g spoke. “Bert, | can
comprehencl my oneness in my mind, but 1 dor’t feel it; 1 don’t
experience it.”

“Exactlg,” repliecl Bert. “That’s the big cha”engc. Not tojust
understand it, but to bee it so that it’s your iclentitg.”

“So how do | get there?”

Bert thought about Buzz’s request for a moment and then
simplg said, “Hold your breath.”

“Hold my breath?” Buzz repeatecl, not seeing the relevance
to the conversation.

19



“Right,just hold your breath.”

“OK,” said Buzz skeptica”g, as he inhaled dceplg. He looked
at Bert, awaiting the next instruction, but Bert looked away and
began quiet|9 humming. Buzz obediently continued holding his
breath, wondcring what this could Possiblg bee about. After a
minute his face began turning red, while Bertjust continued
humming. Buzz continued holcling his breath until he felt he
would pass out, then Fina”g exhaled loudlg and gulped several
Iarge breaths to regain his equilibrium.
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Just as Buzz opened his mouth to ask Bert the Point of all
this, Bert looked at him and said, “still feel seParate?”

A broad smile of comprehension gradua”g sl:)reacl across
Buzz’s face. “I am connected with all things,” he said slowlg.
“I can’t live for even a few minutes without oxygen. And oxygen

comes from Plants .. which need sunlight _..andsoil ... and
rain...and even gravitg _..and. .. itjust goes on and on.”
“YeP. This tendencg we have to i enti{:g ourselves as seParatc

IS an arbitrarg choice we make that most of us aren’t even aware
of. We canjust as well iclenthcg ourselves with the One, if we brir\g
the necessary intention and mindfulness to it.”

Bert looked at Buzz and could see bg the furrow in his brow
that he was again lost in ’c]woug]ﬁt. He burst out laughing, star-
tling Buzz.

“What’s so Funng?” Buzz asked.

“Buzz, | get the sense that you think that if you iust think
about all this hard enough and long enough, 5ou’l {:igurc it all
out in your mind.”

“We”, 9eah, | suppose I do,” repliecl Buzz clexcensivelg.

“Thinking IS cer’cainlg a part of it,” said Bert, “but bg no
means all of it. There’s a higher Par’c of you that can control even
your mind, but you can onlg connect with it ’c]*:rouglﬁ observation
and exPerience. The mind is a wonderful servant but a terrible
master.”

Buzz tried not to think for a while but found it impossible.
“Bert,” he began, “I know inte”ec’cua”9 that oxygen and trees

a1



T O B E E O R NoOoT TO B EE

and soil and whatnot are necessary for life, but what | want is to
feel that connection with God.”

“You’re too obsessed with your ideas of God,” Bert responded.

“But | thoug]ﬁt it was goocl to bee obsessed with God!” Buzz
Protested.

“1 didrm’t say 9ou’re too obsessed with Gocl,” corrected Bert.
“I said 9ou’re too obsessed with your ideas of God.”

Once again Buzz felt his confusion building. “But rea”g, Bert, aren’t
our ideas of God the onlg way we have of coml:)rehenc[ing him?”

“No,” said Bert. “Theg getin the way more often than not.
God cannot bee comPrehended, onlg experienced.”

Buzz closed his eyes and let £go of his thoughts as best he could.
“We”, thats . . . thats evergthing,” he said disappointec”g.

“Exactlg!” Bert replied exci’cec”g. “lncludinggou! Instead of
thinking so much, ful y exPerience whatever it is you’re doing,
as in Living Your Life, moment bg moment.”

Buzz was struggling to comPrehencl all that had been said
when Bert added, “The greatest present is the Present.”

At some level Buzz knew what Bert was saging was r’igﬁt) but he was
beginningto feel overwhelmed. Bert had gven him a lot to absorb and
Buzz was about to excuse himself when Bert made 3et another Point.

“Look, Buzz, | don’t know how else to say ‘c]ﬁis, but you need
to stop thinking of evergthing in terms of God. It just gets in
your way. Yes, some unimaginable power create this universe
and this Planet and this va”eg and us. But so what? Ultimatelg
we’re still here with our lives to lead. You keeP injecting your
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ideas of God into evergthing, and it fouls it up—I call it the
Divine Detour. It’s fine to bee on it for a whilc, but if you dort
eventua”g get through it, 9oujus’c keep going around in circles.”
Whoa! Buzz ’chought. Bert was starting to sound pretty radical, if
not sacrilegious. For the first time, Buzz began to scriouslg c]uestion

what Bert was saying,
“And while we’re on the subject, ” Pert continuecl, “ also
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encourage you to think decpcr about the word spiritua/. An awful
lot of bees get triPPcd up thinking God is just sPiri’tual. When you
do that you Forget that God isjust as mucL the Phgsical—bees,
trees, soil, sunlight‘ Whg relegate God to on19 the sPiritual, when
we have all these miraculous Phgsical reminders right in front of
us all the time? 1 Prelcer to use the word sacred.”

“Yea]‘n, but you have to admit the P]ﬁgsical seems so mundane)”
Buzz commented.

“That’s because 9ou’re numb,” replied Bert.

Bert could bee Pret’cg blunt at times. But Buzz had to admit
that there was a numb qualitg to his life. Overwhelmed, he
breathed a sigh of hopelessness.

Sensing Buzz’s clejec’cion) Bert acldecl, “Now, are you reaclg
for the goocl news?”

“l guess,” rel:)lied Buzz, Feelinga little sorry for himself.

“Knowing, that you're numb is a huge first step. Most bees live their
entire lives without even acknowledging to themselves that theg’re
numb. And wanting to do something about itis a major second step.”

“So I'mtwo steps into this Process,” Buzz summarized.
“Where do | g0 from here?”

“Practice Paging close attention. Tryto see the sacred in evergthing.”

Practice, Buzz ’c]woug]*lt. More work and effort.

“Stick with it, Buzz,” said Bert. “Give it time. This is a way of life, not
something to bee accomplishecl in an afternoon. Remember, God isn't
some glant sPin"c bee in the skg orideain your mind. Evergthing IS
clivine—gou, me, Bobbg, this boulder, the meadow—even Boris.”
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QUARTER MILE AWAY Boris Bear was rambling

t}‘n‘ough the woods, when an ever~so~slight scent

of honeg wafted bg his nose. It reminded him once

again of the sweet treasure that was alwags te)
close, 36‘5 so far away. As a cub he had learned the hard way that,
although bees are sma”, theg can sure cause a bear a lot of Pain.
Through sheer determination he had managed to get a taste of
honeg then) and had never Forgotten that it was 139 far the most
delectable item on the forest menu. Boris decided to check out the
hive, on the remote chance that it had been deserted or 5ome’ching.
When it came to honeg, no stone was to be left unturned.

Buzz was storinga fresh load of Po”cn when he heard the
alert go out. Heart Pouncling, he made his way through the fran-
tic mob to the entrance of the hive and looked down. His worst
fears were confirmed. Five feet below, Boris clung to the tree,
trging to climb and swat bees off his face at the same time.
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This was a life or death
situation to the colong, 3
or at least so everyone
had been told. All workers
were to automa’cnca“g attack the
intruder without concern for the fact that those 3 H‘F‘ ; .":.

who stung him would die. Buzz had been rebukecl
when he once asked whg theg couldn’t Just

rebuild the hive in a safer Place and avoid all the loss
of life. It was a matter of Prlcle he was tolcl theg
Just couldn’t let Boris Push them around. Even
thou h he was a clum59 oanC he was bxg, and theg
had to stand up to him. Buzz also sensed that some '1_

of the more macho bees actua”g wanted Boris to

attack so theg could taste combat. He couldnt \
understand whg theﬂ were so eager to risk death A
for the sake of Pride.

Buzz was Pushecl off the hive ]33 the mass of
bees taking to the air. Below, a swarm of them
Furiouslg orbited Boris’s head, targeting the
exposed Parts of his Face—lips, nose, eyes and
ears. As soon as one bee stung him, it took off,
mor’ca”g riPPing its barbed stinger fromits bodg,
making room for another to attack. Buzz circled
around the swarm, observing the carnage,

but keeping his distance. -
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It was decision time for Boris.
His face was a mass of bees; he
couldr’t even openone E
eye for fear of getting - i g
stung in an cgeba”. ’,\ 1 F

Growling and groaning, he
Fina”g realized that toclag wasn’t L
his clag for honcg and bcgan to G
retreat. l':vergone breathed . | i L
a sigh of relief except i
the macho bees, who
Pursuecl him cleeP N

into the forest.

- Sy
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The hive was a niglﬂtmare of wailing and moaning; Hundreds of
dead and &ging bees lag onthe grouncl beneath it. Dozens more
morta”g wounded bees returned with gaping holes in their rumps to
die their slow deaths. Everyone was Proucl that the hive had been
successfu”g defended, and this gave solace to the dging. As soon as
each bee cliecl, his bodg was draggecl to the entrance and Pushecl over
the edge. Tlﬁroug'\ou’c the clag, a huge Pile of dead bees accumulated
beneath the hive, the smell of death rsing to engulF it. It was the most
repugnant scene Buzz had ever witnessed, yetin some perverse way
it seemed to build camaraderie amongtlﬁe members of the colony.

That evening a Passing worker Pointed at Buzz and said,
“There’s the coward.” Buzz couldn’t believe it—he had been
noticed! He tried to ignore it and move on, but one of the macho
bees, Buster, blocked his Path. “You sure kept your distance
from Boris this morning,” he sneered.

Buzz felt his stinger ’c]ﬁrobbing, yet he remained calm. He
remembered Bert cautioning him not to relg on others for his
sense of we”-beeing. Then he heard himself say, ‘I dor’t believe
in needless war and | refuse to sacrifice my life for the Pricle of
the colong. There are other ways to deal with Boris. If everyone
felt the way | do, we wouldr’t have that Pithcul Pile of dead bees
down there.”

“Boris is evil and must bee stoPPed,” Buster retorted. “We
can’tjust let him dictate to us how we live.”

“But if we graclua”y rebuild the hive in a safe Place out of his

reach, we’ll never have to deal with him again,” buzz asserted.
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“And what do you think that would do for the morale of the
colong? We’'d bee the laughing stock of the va”cg.”

“Magbe for a while, but it would ultimatelg make us stronger,
because we wouldn’t lose hundreds of workers every time Boris
gets a craving for honcg.”

“Out of the question. Boris has to know he can't Pusl‘l us around.”

Buzz’s nerve was builcling ancl, ona hunclﬁ, he asked Buster a
Prccarious question. “By the way, if you hate Boris so much, whg
are you here talking to me and not on that death heap down there?”

Buster s’cuttered, “Gooaro?
but before he could {:inish,

Buzz was gone.

.

The next moming Buzz

couldn’t stoP Por?dermg ~N
what Bert had said about Tt \ 0
Per‘Fcction. The old Part £ : q"" l’-q‘ :
of himwanted to dismiss % & ] B

it as total nonsense. S 2
How could hundreds of "'i
bees clgmg inabearraid %%
bee Pemcect” Yet there

was a new Part of him that
was excited bg this notion;

®_ -
somethingabout it rang true t‘-ﬁ !”*W

to the very core of his beeing.
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Buzz found Bert basking in the sun on a dandelion Pug
“Tell me how hundreds of bees dging in a bear raid is Pemccct.”

“No, you tell me.” Bert sensed that Buzz was getting |azg.

“Hmmm. Well .. .| suppose first of all that there rea”y IS nothing
evil about Boris liking honeg. ltjust seems evil from our Perspectivc
because it happens to bee our honeg he wants. Given all the Pain
we cause him, he Probablg thinks we’re as evil as we think he is.”

“Good. Say more.”

“Well . .. although it seems like those bees died Protecting the
hi\/e, their deaths also have another PurPose~to Procl us to look
for better alternatives. The denser we are, the harder the lessons.
Those bees didr’t have to die. The Problem) though) is that most
of the colong are either too lazg or Proucl or bound bg tradition
to seriouslg look for alternatives. But unless we do, we’”jus’c keep
making the same mistakes again and again. The Per‘Fection seems
to lie in the process, in the oPPortunitg for Ieaming‘”

“5PO|<CI’I like a true teacher!” Bert Proudlg stroked one

of Buzz’s antennas with his own.
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Buzz had never thought of himself as a teacher before.

That Farawag look again sPread over Bert’s face. Every incident
that occurs carries with it Potential lessons. Lessons are the 1qx|:> side
of experience. Learning is what gotus this far and is what will take us
to wherever we're going. Although most bees see this world as an
end unto ftself, it’s also a prop for learning, a vehicle for greater
awareness.”

Buzz felt a tingle sPrcad through his bodg, as this revelation
dawned on him. “Bert, whg didrt you tell me this before?”

“Pve been trging to,” Bert cleaclpannecl.

Both bees Iaughed. All this was so new, the bear raid rea”g
had driven the Point home. Bert then noticed that familiar serious
expression overcoming Buzz’s face and Preparec] for another
question.

“Bert, can | ask you a Personal ques’cion?” Buzz asked.

“Have | ever turned you down?”

Buzz smiled sheepishlg. “How did you lose your antenna?”

“Bear raid,” Bert replied. “Just like the one 9esterdag.”

“What happened’?”

“Well, it was a long time ago. | was young and full of mgself
’'m Foraging one dag) when suclclenlg I hear the alarm goout and
make a beeline for the hive. There’s Boris climbing for it. ’'m one
of the first ones to reach him. 1 land right on his nose and am
sticking my stinger in, when he swats and knocks me and a
bunch of others right off. 1 black out for a while, and when |
come to I’'m lging on the ground surrounded bg dead and dging
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bees. Boris is nowhere to bee seen. ’'m thinking I’m going to die
because I'm sure my stinger and my rump are lodged in Boris’s
nose. But | look down and theg’re still there. APParentlg my
stinger wasn’t qui‘ce far enough in for the barbs to take hold.
Anyway, | stand up and my legs are wobblg and both wings are
strained and my antenna is missing, but evergthing works. The
way | Figurc, it was a miracle that | survived, and from that Point
on, I had a whole new Pcrspectivc on life; things were never again
quite the same. Brain damage, Probablg 7

Buzz chuckled.

“Each of us awakens in our own way and in our own time,”
Bert added. “Some of us are denser than others. And some of
us arejust plain luckg.”

Buzz pondered this for a while before sPeaking. “You know,
you could say that those bees were my teachers, even though
tl’:eg didn’t intend to bee.”

“YeP, we can all learn Plcnt9 from everyone—even those we
think dor’t know as much as we do—if we canjust set our egos
aside. It’s not like there’s a shor’cagc of lessons. We're all each
other’s students and teachers.” Bert was getting warm and
dropped into a shadow of one of the dandelion’s leaves.

Buzzjust sat there t]’;inking‘ “You know, this Perspec’cive stuff
Is amazing, Instead of viewing evergthing from inside out, it’s like
shhcting your consciousness to Perceiving things from outside in,
moving out begoncl our own bodies. It’s like we can realize we’re
much more thanjus’c bees.”
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Bert chuckled knowinglg‘ “Does seem that way, doesn’t it?”

Better alternatives. All dag those words kep’c resonating
througlﬁ Buzz’s mind as he ?oragecl. On the one hand he could
begin to see the PerFection of the bear raid, but on the other
hand he could see that it was avoidable. He had become
obsessed with how vulnerable the hive was. First the thunder-
storm, and now Boris. He couldn’t believe how unconcerned the
rest of the colong were. It seemed like it was just a matter of time
before the worst happened. Buzz had alreaégg exprcsscd his
concerns about this and been rebuked, but there was no reason
whg he couldnt help the colong bee Prepared for the worst,
if and when it happenecl.

The next morning he began scouting new locations to rebuild
the hive. Trees were out of the question—~too vulnerable. Bushes
wouldr’t work for the same reason. No, he needed to find a Place
that was both inaccessible to bears and Protected from the
weather. Back and forth he ﬂew, egeing the landscape for some
Possiblc solution) but having no luck. He was uP~va”eg and about
to turn back around when suddenlg something told him to look
up. There, before him, lag the answer. Whg hadn’t someone
thought of this before?
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CHAPTER S EV EN

- Al

S SPRING DISAPPEARED INTO SUMMER, Buzz

was spending more and more time with Bert,

who, it was becoming obvious, wasn’t going to

bee around much longer. The old-timer’s bodg
was Fina”g giving in to the high-energlj rgors of beeing.
Althoug]ﬁ his mind was as slﬁarp as ever, he had trouble staging
aloft even a minute. And no one needed to say that once a bee
can no longer Hg, well . ..

Buzz found himself qucstioning evergthing‘ Occasiona”9 he
had glimpses of a new inner knowing, butjust as often he felt a
growing sense of Pain and frustration. He’d have an hour or a
clay where he felt gloriouslg alive and one with the universe and
he’d happilg think that he’d Fina“g found what he was looking
for. But sooner or later he’d notice that state of mind Fading
away. Try as he migh‘cJ there was no‘c]ﬁing he could do to recap-
ture it. Then, before he knew it, he was back in his old state of
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mind, which seemed even worse than before because of what he
hadjust exPerienced. It often hurt terriblg-—buzz didr’t know
he could feel so bad, %e) unstable, so confused. It was times like
these that he began questioning whg he was spending so much
time with Bert when all it did was upset him. Bert’s ‘wisdom’
sounded goocL but was it rea”g Practicable? Could it rea”g lead
to any sort of lasting contentment in Buzz’s life?

Buzz found himself increasin519 drawn to the pass. In fact, he
could hardlg stop thinking about it. One afternoon he flew up to
tree line to take another look. It was cleﬁ'nitely treacherous—the
pass loomed another 5,000 feet above, strong winds gusted
around unpredictablg and the thin air made for tough Hging. The
colcl, gray rocks were a formidable contrast to the somct, green
meadow. Yet something told Buzz it was do-able.

That evening when Buzz told him about it, Bert seemed to
bee a little cold on the idea. “No matter where you go, there you
are,” he quipped. “The onlg way out is in.”

“] suppose, but something tells me 1 need to find out what's
on the other side.”

“That’s fine. Just dor’t think it's going to solve your Problems.”

Buzz was reluctant to admit it but he knew Bert was right.
He was starting to get a little tired of Bert always beeing right.

“Now, tell me about this urge of 3ours,” Bert continued.

“We”, it's hard to describe. It’s like I'm obsessecl, I can’t get
it off my mind. ltjus’c seems like I've got to try it.”
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“What’s Iﬁolclinggou back?”

“What’s holding me back? It’s dangerous up there! The wind
blows like crazy, it’s rea”g cold and it’s a long way straight up.
| could get killed—that’s what’s holcling me back!”

“To the extent you're afraid to die, you're afraid to live.”

“Easy for you to sag,” Buzz shot back. Bert’s triteness was
rea”g bugging him. Buzz could never qui’ce Figure him out. One
minute he seemed against the idea, and the next he seemed for
it. “Bert, | know you’re trying to help me, but sometimes I get so
frustrated bg all your double talk. Whg dort 3oujus’c come righ’c
out and tell me what you think I should do7”

Bert sensed the tension in Buzz’s voice. “It Pains me to see
you strugglingJ Buzz, and sometimes | do want to give you
advice, but what’s right for me isn't nccessarilg right for you.”

Buzz’s frustration was mounting and he began to feel sorry
for himself. He wished he could 2@ back and start over and bee

just like everyone else.

“There’s no turning back now; you know too much,” Bert
inteljec’cecl.

Buzz looked up susPicious|9 at the old bee. Was Bert reading
his mind? “Things arejust changing too fast,” Buzz Protested.

“| can’t take this much change.”

“all things take Place bg change,” rcPlied Bert.

A long, uncomfortable silence ensued. Buzz felt he was near
his breaking Point and suc[clcnlg had the fervent wish that some-
one would simplg come along and make it all better.
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“To the extent
you're afraid to die,
you're afraid to live”
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“Each bee is responsible for his own salvation,” Bert said the
instant Buzz finished his thought.

Buzz looked at him incredulouslg. “Were you reading my mind?”

Bert changed the subjec’c. “tt doesr’t all have to bee Pain and
egort) you know. Life’s too imPortant to bee taken so seriouslg.”

Buzz felt his Patience slipping and thought if he heard one
more Platitucle he would explode‘

Sensing oPPor’cunitg, Bert added, “You need do nothing.

Do nothing and nothing is left undone.”

Overwhelmecl, Buzz looked at Bert with a quizzical, hopeless
exPression, Feeling his mind starting to short-circuit and his anger
building. He obe&ien’cly began trying to understand Bert’s meaning,
when a flash of rage surgec] through him. “What is that supposecl
to mean?” he snapped. “Whg can’t you talk straight to me? Here
you've screwed me up for lhce) and 9oujust keep geeding me more!
And what’s worse is | keep ’caking it! ’'m sick and tired of you and all
your mgstical mumbojumbol None of it makes sense; all it does is
make me miserable! 'm getting out of here!”

Buzz was furious. He lifted off and headed for the solace of
the forest, but quicklg circled back around and whizzed bg Bert,
screaming at the top of his lungs, ‘“LEAVE ME ALONE! I CAN'T
TAKE ANY MOREY

Buzz headed deep into the forest to his spot bg the stream
and fumed the rest of the dag. Back and gorth, back and forth
he Pacecl bg the water’s edge‘ Here his life was Fa”ing apart, and
his best friend was resPonsible. What right did that old loong
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have to brainwash him like this? A Part of Buzz secretly wished
Bert would die soon. It would sure solve a lot of his Problems.
Then he could get back to beeing normal again.

The next dag, Buzz Purposelg avoided Bert. He had calmed down,
but decided that althouglﬂ the old-timer was we“-meaning, he was
getting senile and Buzzjus‘c didrt need any more of his ‘wisdom’ for a
while. Buzz needed to concentrate his efforts on regaining his sanitg.

At clag’s end he was heacling back to the hive, when, out of
the corner of his eye, he saw a bee lﬂing on the grounclJ obvi-
ouslg in trouble. Buzz diPPed down to hclP when he saw it was
Bert, Pathetica”g trging to stand. A sudden wave of remorse
and love melted his callousness as he watched his old friend

struggling in vain. Bert was obviouslg dging.
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Buzz landed quicklg and tried to comfort ]"nim) tears streaming down his
cheeks. “Pm SOy, Bert.'mso 5ony,” he sobbed. “Please Forgjve me.”

“Nothing to bee sorry about, son,” Bert whispered, obviouslg
in Pain. “You did what you had to do.” Bert smiled at Buzz in a
way that said, All /s forgiven.

“How Iong have you been here) Bert?”

“Since about noon.”

“Hangon,” Buzz urged. V|l bee right back with some nectar.”

“No,” said Bert.

“But Bert | can bringgou foodand ...”

“No,” Bert rePeated calmlg. “It’s my time, Buzz. There’s no
sense Prolonging it.”

Overwhelmecl) Buzz cried even harder and Proppecl up the
old bee’s head as best he could. “Thank you so much for all
3ou’ve given me, Bert. Pl alwags remember 9ou.”

Bert managcd a faint smile and whispcred) “Pass it on.”

Buzz was surPrised at the peace in Bert’s face. “You haven’t
said a word about dging. Aren’t you afraid?”

“Onlg when | Forge’c who | rea”g am,” he whisperec]. The two
bees gazccl intentlg into each other’s eyes and Bert continued
haltinglg. “Buzz, | know your searching hasn’t been easy . . . but

if there’s one thing. .. lwant to leave you with . . . it’s that our
existence here . . . isn’t about our ideas of God . . . or rcligion -
or the hereafter. It's about . . . about . . .~

“It's about . . . ” Buzz interrupted asa rapt expression over-

came his face. “It’s about right here, right now. Bee here now.”
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A look of immense contentment came over Bert’s face. His
mouth relaxed, his brcathinggrew sha”ow, his eyes slowlg closed
and Bert gentlg let £0.

) )

At that very moment, a taste of nectar—an exquisite nectar
Buzz had never before tasted— Permea’cecl Buzz’s mouth
and lingerecl as the reali’cg of Bert’s death overcame him.
Dumbmcoundcd, Buzz co”apscd on the grouncl, lost in gri@c.
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VERWHELMED, Buzz Passc& most of the night in

tears. Bert was the onlg bee he had ever loveclj

the on|9 bee who ever understood ]’n’m, and now

he was gone. bBuzz alreadg missed him terriblg.
He didr’t know he could feel so alone, so much sorrow. It was
the longes’c, saddest night of his life.

Buzz sobbed and sobbed until there were no more tears left.
still he stood there, silentlg mourning his old friend into the wee
hours of the new clag. E\/en’cuallg a Feeling of restlessness began
to overcome him. What was he going to do now? He had to leave
Bert sooner or later. He left to return to the hive, but i’cjus‘c didrt
feel right, so he flew back to continue his vigil, staring sorrowxcullg
into the lifeless but Peaceful face of his dear friend. He knew
that it had been more than luck that Bert had ap eared in his life
when he did. The old-timer had given him so mucE
was he suPPosed to do with it?
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As dawn broke, he kept looking up at the Peaks, lit in alpenglow,
beckoning him. Buzz made his final peace with Bert and was off as
soon as the first rays of sunlight sliPPecl over the horizon. He flew
stigb in the colcl, but couldr’t wait any longer. As he arrived at tree
line, Buzz s’coPPecl and looked up in awe. This trulg was a miraculous
Place, and from now on he was goingto experience more of it.
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Buzz fed on a few wildflowers to build his energy and then survcgecl
the range. It was still intimi&ating. But something else was bothering
him; something didrt feel n’ght. He tried to discern what it was, but with
no luck. He was getting Nervous, Iﬁaving second tlﬁougl'uts. What am |
a’o:hg up here?he asked himself. 1 must bee crazy. That wind is gong
to obliterate me on those clitfs.

And then it hit him. WIND? THERE 1S NO WIND! It was as though
the air, in its silence, was beckoning him. His bodg shuddered with
excitement as he bolted ul:)warcl.

The first 1,000 feet went bg like ajaun’c to the meadow before
the realities of bee Phgsiologg caught up with Buzz. He hovered
for a moment, regaining his energy, and surveged the scene below.
He had never been this Iﬁigh before. Down~va||eg the meadow
looked like a ting green atch on the va”eg floor. Above, another
2,000 feet of sheer rock face seemed to mock his brazen intent.
He continued climbing, this time at a more reasonable pace, now
sPiraling quard, rather than direct ascent.

As he aPProached the hallcwag Point, Buzz again began {:eeling
drained. His wings, never before called on to do this kind of clutgj
ached in Protest. He landed on a small rock outcropping to rest,
and as he sat there, this tiny bee overseeing his magniﬁcent va“eg,
the realitg of what he was cloing Fina”g hit him.

It was Pristinelg beautiful. The air was Per{:ec’clg clear and
crisp. The sky was a brilliant blue. To the left, a thin waterfall
misted to the va”eg Hloor. A hundred shades of green reflected
the morning sunshine. Beaver made the rounds of their Ponds.
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Deer grazecl in the lush
meadow. Clouds drifted bg,
closer than ever before.
Distant birclsong filled the air.
Evcrgthing seemed alive!
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“It trulg is all Pf:rFf:c’cJ » Buzz said slowlg to himself. “It all fits
together; cvcrgthing complcments e\/crgthing else. There are no
mistakes. Good and bad are onlg within the minds of bees. It a”just
ISP His bodg tingled with the impact of his ProFound revelation as
the memory of Bert’s words crossed his mind.

‘Happiness cannot bee puw*suecl,
It must ensue

A gust of wind brought him back to the moment. If he was going
to ﬁg this pass toc]ay, he needed to get going because a breeze was
alreaclg kicking up. He lifted off and continued to climb—another
200, 400, 600 feet. Vet the higher he got, the more the breeze
became wind, and the tougher it was to maintain control.

He felt himself bceing buffeted about and missed smas]*:ing into
arock outcroPPing bg a mere two feet. A downdraft erased 100
feet of vertical progress in three seconds. Buzz sensed disaster
and Fought clesperatelg to Pu” away from the rocks. His ting wings
were beating with evergthing he had, but he was running out of
energy. He needed to land, and soon, but the air was far too
unstable for him to aPProach the rocks. Buzz Bee was in big
trouble, and he knew it.

Then came the gust he had been clreading. The last thing he
remembered was Frantica”y reversing as he was thrust at the side
of the mountain, uPside down, tota“9 out of control.
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UZZ’S FIRST IMPRESSION when he came to was surPrise

that he was alive. He looked around in disbelief. The

wind had tossed him onto a narrow shelf 1,000 feet

below the pass and it was raging now, stronger than
ever. He was groggy and weak and depletec[, but he was alive. As he
regainecl his senses, he slowlg realized there was no way he could g0
any higher in this condition; in fact, there was no way he could 20
angwhere in this condition. He needed nectar and badlg.

He crawled back and {:orth, surveying his situation for any
Possibilitg of escape. UP, down, right, left—the on19 oPtions
were sheer rock face and roaring wind. I:lging was out of the
qucstion. Slowly and rc:luc’can’clgJ Buzz came to the realization
that there was a good chance he was going to die up here.

Buzz felt numb. His ears began ringjing. He couldr’t believe it—
]‘IC, Buzz Bee, was going to die. Not someboclg else, not an old
guy like Bert. But Buzz himself. Tomorrow he wouldn’t bee here
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anymore. He was so young,. How could this bee Iﬁappening to
him? Here he was Fo”owing his dream, and now he was going to
die for it. So much for Iiving your truth. The world trulg was an
unfair Place. A thousand ’chough’cs raced uncontrolled ’chrough
his terrified mind.

He tried to think of clging as going to sleep and just not waking
up, but somehow it didn’t seem to comfort him much. He wondered
what it would bee like to starve to death, and how long it would take.
He imagined what would haPPen to his boclg. It would clecompose
and clrg out, a gust of wind would blow it off the edge) and it would
bounce all the way down the rocks to the bottom. Then it wouldjust
lie there and rot. And no one would ever even know, or care, for that
matter. It was all so terriblg sad. Buzz began to lose control of his
emotions—he cried, he quivcrecl, he screamed and he wailed but his
fear onlg grew worse. He thought of Bert and wondered what he

would have to say.

The OV\IY way out

1S 1IN

Buzz sat there for the rest of the morning, growing increasinglg
clrowsg, agonizing over the inevitable. At times he was overcome
139 fear and sadness. But then he’d think that he didnt want to
die that way and would manage to get hold of himself. For a while
he’d bee able to rationa”g contemplate his life and death. But
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then his mind would get away from him, and the fear and sadness
would overwhelm him all over again.

lncreasinglg, Buzz noticed that he could hardlg move and was
Iﬁavinga difficult time t]*n’nking clearlg. Everg’ching was becoming
Fuzzg and dreamg. ltwas a Pleasant resPite from his earlier terror,
and Buzz welcomed it. It rea“g wasn'’t such a bad way to go after all.

Buzz was Fac]ing in and out of consciousness when, suddenlg,
out of the corner of his eye, he saw them. At first he thought he
was ha”ucinating; he looked away, rubbed his eyes and then
looked back again. Theg were still there—a small clump of tl’:ree)
tiny wildflowers miraculously clinging to the cold, lifeless granite.
He still couldnt cluite believe it. He had spent the entire morning
on this shelf. How could he Possiblg have overlooked these
flowers? Was he dreaming’?

Buzz draggecl his depleted bodg over to the flowers and
touched one. It was real! He rested for a moment at the stem,
gathering his streng’ch. Then with all his might, he strugglcd up,
Peerecl inside and saw, cleep within, the ting Pistil, glowing with
a thin coating of nectar. He squcezed inside and feasted. It was
that same unique nectar he had tasted when Bert died! What
was going on here? When he finished with the first flower, he
moved on to the second, his energy slow|9 returning. By the time
he was half done with it, Buzz was full and begirming to feel like
his old self again.

He climbed down and looked back at the flowers, still not
quite believing what hadjust haPPenccl. “What incredible luck,”
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he said to himself. “How did those flowers get there? | !

couldrt Possiblg have overlooked them. And whg do |

theg taste exactlg like the nectar | tasted when Bert

died? In fact, whg wasnr't | killed in the first @ |

Place when the wind slammed me against the rocks?” :

Exactlg what was going on here this morning? i
As he regainecl his strength, Buzz walked to the cclge and

looked down. A gust of wind blasted bg, nearlg taking him with

it. He crouched, graspinga nub of granite, until it Passed. The

wind was howling worse than ever,

and Buzz knew there was no

way he could take off until it

died down. He found a sunny \

spot Protectc& fromthe gale # #

and relaxed. He knewthat &

the wind usua”g died around

sunset, and that at worst

he'd Probablg ust have to

wat out the afternoon. A
And so he sat, this bold little ’bf

bee overlooking his homeland. \

He knew now that he’d not \

on|9 survive this ordeal, but ﬁﬁ

that he was going to makeit

to the other side. Buzz felt

incrc&iblg alive, even more than |
%
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Iﬁe’cl feltas a goungster. He hummecl Hs favorite tunes to pass t]*ne
time. Everg once in a while he’d return to the flowers for a siP of nectar
and bee reminded all over again of Bert and his good fortune.

Life Is too i!/v\poy"rownL
to bee taken so Seriomsly

Suddenlg, Buzz missed the old-timer terriblg. Bert had been
so kind and so helpful. Buzz had learned so much from him. He
wished more than angthing that Bert could bee here now. But it
was not to bee.

The sun c]roppecl lower and lower in the skg and the wind
continued to howl. Still, Buzz remained confident that it would
die once the sun set. But when the sun touched the horizon and
then slowlg sank out of sight without a hint of change in the
wind, Buzz began to worry. He knew he had onlg an hour of light
and warmth left to make it over the pass. The wind screamed
worse than ever, and when the first star aPPearecl, Buzz’s spirits
Plummeted.

He was going to have to spend the night up here, exPosecl to
this ?reezing wind. He didr’t know if he could make it, but he had
no choice but to try. As the hours Passecl and the evening chilled,
Buzz grew colder and colder. He wec]ged himself into the most
Protec’ced crevice he could find. Although the granite was dead
cold, it was better than the wind. Soon he began shivering uncon-
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tro”ablg. He steP ed back out onto the leclge to ﬂap his wings
Eu’c it barelg helpecl.

Buzz thouglﬂt of his colong below, all Protectecl and warm in
the hive. It rea”g wasn’t so bad there after all. W]ﬁg had he ever
come up here? He realized how much he had in the colong and
what a fool he had been to take it all for grantecl. He began to
think that if the wind died tomorrow, he would return and make
a new life for himself. Just then the strongest gust of the night

and I"IOP 8FOUI’1CL

wailed through, shrieking Bert’s admonition:

There's no turning back now;
you lknow too much

Twice, in the wee hours of the morning, Buzz caught himself
nodcling off. It was the one ’clﬁing he knew he couldn’t let himself
do, for if he didrt keep moving, he knew he’d never wake up. He
forced himself back out onto the shelf and hoPPed around. His
feet were frozen, his boclg quakec] and his wings aclﬁecl, but he
forced himself to move. It was pure agony.

And so Buzz Bee sPent the longest, most miserable night of
his lhce, altema’cing between crevice and shehc, trying to keep
warm, trying to stay alive.

90






T O B E E O R NoOoT TO B EE

Fina”g, after what seemed like an eternity, Buzz noticed a faint gay-
ness in the eastern skg and then a lone bird singing in the distance. Bird
singing? An hour before, he couldn't have heard a bird singing if it had
been rig'it next to him. Throug'i his Fﬂgd du”ness, he realized the wind
had stoPPed; everg’chingwas Periectlg still.

Dawn seemed to drag on forever. Buzz impatientlg shivered
througl"i it, anticipation the onlg ‘c]ﬁing keeping him alive. Fina”g,
sunlight struck the highest Peak and ever so slowlg crePt down
the mountain. Buzz stiglg crawled to the highest Point on his
shelf and waited, quaking with cold. As the first rays of lig]ﬁt hit
him, tingles of delicious warmth surgcé through his bodg. Buzz
never realized sunlight could feel so good. That was another
tlﬁir\g he’d never again take for grantccl.

Gradua”g, his frozen boclg thawed and he began to feel like
his old self. Buzz basked as never before, wa“<ing back and
forth on the shelﬁ s reacling his wings to the sun so as to catch
every last Photon of the wonderful warmth.

After takinga final si]:) of nectar, he was readg. He lifted off
and, in the calmness of the morning air, Buzz spiralecl up effort-
Iesslg. But as he aPProached the pass, he felt not excitement or
anticipation, but a growing unease. And when he Fina“g reached
the top, he felt not elated but clisappointecl‘ The air remained
sti“, and so he landed to collect his thoughts.

The scene below surPrised him, to say the least. What he
beheld wasn’t mountains, glacier, desert or ocean. It was a va”eg
very much like his own, forested, with a meadow and a Poncl.
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Buzz sucldenlg and instinc’civelg knew that life there would bee
very much like the life he had left behind—same society, same

roblems, same him. Here he had come all this wa3—~risl<ecl his
ife—and for what? For more of the same? What had he been
exPecting? He had never rea”g thought it through.

His mind told him that since he had come this far, he should
descend into this Va”ey, explore it and satis{:g his curiosity. If he
turned back now, he’d never know what it was like and it would
bug him forever. But, knowing the digicultg of getting back home,
he ran the risk of beeing stranded in this new land if he continued
on. Was he losing his courage? Would turning back now mean he
had risked his life for nothing? It was all so comcusing.

No mater where you go,
there you are

At the same time, he had a growing sense that exploring this
side wasn’t the real reason he had flown up here. As Buzz mulled
over his decision, he noticed a sense of relief and peace when
he thought about retuming home, and a sense of unease and
disappointment when he thouglﬁt about descencling into this new
va“eg. He Fina”g came to the conclusion that whatever he had
needed to learn from thisjourney, he had alreadg learned 139
coming this far. This ‘mowing didrt make sense, but Buzz felt
he must honor it.
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The mind is a womclemcul servant
but a terrible master

Fina”g, a gust of wind brough’c him back to the Present
Without another thought, Buzz turned around, lifted off and
began the long descent back into his Va”eg.

Home

Email to a friend
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OWN AND DOWN HE SPIRALED, the ease of the
descent matching the dhcﬁcultg of the ascent. Soon
he was below tree line and aPProaching the meadow.
It was a beautiful, bright, clear morning, and the
colong wasjust begirming to swinginto full gear. The air was electric
with the sound of Foraging bees. It was a scene Buzz had resentfull
witnessed a hundred times before, but now he gladlgjoincd in. Buzz
had never found such satisfaction from the simple act of Foraging
and, aside from the Fatigue from the nigh’c beFore, the clag’s work
bothered him not one bit. It felt so good to bee back home.

Very earlg the next morning, well before dawn, Boris stretched in
his den. He, too, had been thinking about better alternatives and
had hatched a scheme that seemed sure to work. He had noticed
how slowlg the bees moved in the earlg morning chi”, and an idea
had come to him. Whg not attack their hive at the coldest time of dag
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when theg were least exPecting it and least able to resPoncl? Boris
cmcrgccl from his den and headed toward the hive. When it came into
view, he stopped and assessed the situation. Not a bee in sigl'lt-—-

Perf:ect! He ambled
the rest of the way to
the tree, clug in his claws
and began climbing.

Still no bees—he could barelg
contain his cleliglﬁt. As he reached
the hive, he drew back his arm and
gave a mightg swat. The hive broke
loose from the tree and crashed to the
ground, crumpled and broken, honeg
oozing out onto the dirt.



The entire colon9 was awakened at once bg the horrhcicjolt,

taken tota”g bg surPrise. Three seconds later came the cruslﬁing
blow of hitting the ground. Hundreds of bees were killed

instantly, while dozens of others found themselves stuck in

T




T O B E E O R NoOoT TO B EE

]*:oneg, unable to move. Panic and chaos reigncd. Those bees
that weren’t killed or incaPacitatecl saw Boris stePPing down
from the tree and running toward them. Too stiff and groggy to
mount a clcmcensc, most simplg crawled away and let Boris have
his reward. It didr’t take long. Within ten minutes he had eaten
every part of the hive that contained honeg, and Aestrogec[
those Par’cs that didr’t. It was complete and utter disaster.

Buzz was one of the luckg ones. SurPrisinglg, he remained calm.

pev‘fec’rion isn’t some state o]c aﬁairs,
it's a state of mind

He felt so hclpless watching Boris Aestrog in ten minutes what
had taken a lifetime to build. But he also remembered his plan
and hoped it migh’c enable the colon9 to start anew and uEi—
matelg bee better off. After |ic‘<ing his chops for what seemed
an eternity, Boris gave a loud roar and slowlg ambled off.

The survivors assembled around the wreckage of the hive,
extricating survivors from the honeg and com{:orting the injured,
waiting for the sun to rise. Fina”g dawn came and the elders
assessed the situation. “The queen is dead,” said one somberlg.

“What will we do?” asked a worker.

“We'll rebuild,” said an elder. “There’s enoug}‘l of us left to
start a new colony.”

“But where?”
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“We'll just have to find a new tree,” came the replg. “And build
further out on the limb.”
“And post sentries overnight)” another added.

Buzz didn’t bother to rebut those comments. “I know a Place

where we can rebuild and bee safe from both Boris and thun-
derstorms.” All eyes turned to him. “In the cliffs,” he added.
“Begond the upper end of the meadow.”

“Who ever heard of buil&ing a beehive in rocks?” Buster
retorted. “Bechives are built in trees. Period.”

“Hold on, hold on,” the elder rcpliecl. “Yes, it’s unorthodox,
but that might not bee such a bad idea. Exactlg what do you
have in mind, Buzz?”

“Come on, I'll show you,” said Buzz, Ithing off.
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The remainder of the colong swarmed Y |
behind Buzz as he made his way to the '
cliffs. He s‘coPPecl at the base, and the \
swarm covered a tree. Buzz Pointecl up \
to the cracks. “There . . . there . ..

or there.”

"

(o

AccompanieA 139 Buzz, the elders

Hew up to take a look. Theg hovered inside |

each, assessing its Potential as their new

home. Buzz Pointed out the benefits and draw-
backs of each crack—accessibilitg, exposure,
size, anchor Points, and so on. “Persona”g, I like
the middle one the best,” Buzz offered.
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“Me too,” agreecl the elcler, echoed bg the rest. “It’s settled
then. we'll rebuild right here.”

We're all eaclf\ o’rl/\er's students
and teachers

With the colong’s Population reduced bg near|9 half and fall
just around the corner, there was no time to waste. E’:vergone
bcgan work in earnest that very morning and toiled nonstop until
dark. Of necessity, this routine continued dag after dag, with-
out break, until the new hive began to take shape and theg again
had some shelter and warmth. Like everyone else, Buzz found
himself working harder than ever before. Rather than resent it,
he felt a new camaraderie with his fellow workers. Sure, theg had
a different approach to life than he did, but the truth bee told,

he realized he had a lot more in common with them than not.
Life Is a jouw‘!/\ey ]Crom J to we

Buzz did his share, but each clag made time to sli away to the
sPo’c bg the stream where he had met Bert. Silen’clg e sat therc,
eyes closed, lost in the gurgling of the stream. It was the antithesis
of worker behavior, and Buzz often found his mind wanc]ering
incessantlg. But he stuck with it, and over time, he found that he
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,

Cf‘?O\leCl tl")C calmness and rfjuvenation ancl dCCPCﬂiﬂg sense OF

self it brought, and he was increasinglg able tojust -

Bee |/\e re Now

As the clays Passecl, Buzz noticed himself Feeling increasinglg
grate?ul—grateFul for his life and for surviving and for home. It
was so goocl to bee back home. How amazing that he existed in
this beautiful va”eg, that he belongecl to this successful colong.
How amazing it was that he had eyes to see all this, and a mind
to comPrehencl and aPPreciate it. How amazing it was that
these flowers were ]‘ICFC, alwags reaclg to feed the colony. How
amazing it was that theg had a hive to protect them and Produce
new generations of bees. And how amazing it was that he had
met Bert.

And so Buzz Bee resumed life as a worker-—building the hive,
Feecling the larvae, keeping house, Foraging, and storing honeg
and pollen. There was no longcr any need to defend the colong
against attack. The disdain Buzz used to feel toward his fellow
workers became a thing of the Pas’c, replacecl bg a growing sense
of fondness and compassion. The more secure he became in
who he was, the less he was threatened bg who ’cheﬂ were. He
saw begon& their fears and foibles, as he allowed himself his
own, and he realized that everyone was cloing the best ‘c]ﬁeg
could with what theg had.
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Buzz came to understand theﬂ were all Plaging their PerFect
roles. lncluding him. Evergthing was the same; nothing had
changed ExcePt him.

The power of the mind
lies in perceivin diﬁerences;
The powenr o? the heanrt

lies in perceivimg similarities

Home

Email to a friend
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